160      THE WELL OF SAINT CLARE
Fra Giovanni loved Lucido, and would tell him :
"My brother, you are Lucido, and no precious stone is purer than your heart, in the eyes of God."
And observing how Lucido suffered more sorely than the others from the poisonous air they breathed in the Lepers' Ward, he said to him one day :
" Friend Lucido, dear Lamb of the Lord, while the very air they breathe in this place is pestilence, in the gardens of Santa Maria degli Angeli we inhale the sweet scent of the laburnums. Come you with me to the House of the Poor Brethren, and you will find relief."
So speaking, he took the Leper by the arm, wrapped him in his own cloak and led him away to Santa Maria degli Angeli.
Arrived at the gate of the Monastery, he summoned the Doorkeeper with happy shouts of exultation :
" Open !" he cried, " open to the friend I am bringing you. His name is Lucido, and a good name it is, for he is a very pearl of patience."
The Brother opened the Gate ; but the instant he saw in Fra Giovanni's arms a man whose face, livid and all but expressionless, was covered over with scales, he knew him for a leper, and rushed off in terror to warn the Brother Superior. The